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Call up the forms of ages fled. 

Of warriors, and of minstrels dead ; 

Who sought the field, who struck the lyre. 
With all ambition’s kindling fire \ v 


In “ Louden’s Arboretum,” we find that “ the 
ivy was dedicated by the ancients to Bacchus, 
whose statues are generally found crowned with a 
wreath of its leaves and as a favourite plant of 
the god of wine, its praises have been sung by al- 
most all poets, whether ancient or modern. Many 
reasons have been given for the consecration to 
Bacchus of this plant. Some poets say that it 
was because the ivy has the effect of dissipating 
the fumes of wine ; others because it was once his 
favorite youth Cissus ; and others because it is 
said that the ivy, if planted in vineyards will de- 
stroy the vines, and it was doing an acceptable 
service to that plant to tear it up and wreath it 
into chaplets and garlands. — The most probable, 
however seems to be, that the ivy is found at 
Nyssa, the reputed birth-place of Bacchus, and in 
no other part of India. 

“ Oh ! how could fancy crown with thee. 

In ancient days the god of wine, 

And bid thee at the banquet be 
Companion of the vine ! 

Ivy ! thy home is where each sound 
Of revelry hath long been o’er, 

Where song and beaker once went round. 

But now are known no more ; 

Where long-fallen gods recline. 

There the place is thine. 
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“ The Roman on the battle plains, 

Where kings before his eagles bent. 

With thee, amidst exulting strains, 

Shadow’d the victor’s tent ; 

Though shining there in deathless green, 
Triumphally thy boughs might wave j 
Better thou lovest the silent scene 
Around the victor’s grave ; 

Urn and sculpture half- divine 
Yield their place to thine. 

** The cold halls of the regal dead. 

Where lone the Italian sun-beams dwell. 
Where hollow sounds the lightest tread- 
ivy they know thee well ! 

And far above the festal vine 
Thou wav’st, where once proud banners hung. 
Where mouldering turrets crest the Rhine, 

The Rhine, still fresh and young, 

Tower and rampart o’er the Rhine, 

Ivy, all are thine. 

** High from the fields of air look down. 

Those eyries of a vanished race. 

Where harp, and battle, and renown. 

Have passed and left no trace; 

But thou art there serenely bright, 

Meeting the mountain storms with bloom. 
Thou that wilt climb the loftiest height. 

Or crown the lowliest tomb, 
ivy, ivy, all are thine 
Palace, hearth, and shrine. 

“ ’Tis all the same ; our pilgrim tread 
O’er classic plains, through deserts free ; 

On the mute paths of ages fled 
Still meets decay and thee 5 


